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ADVERTISEMENT, 


N'OTHINGbut  the  great  reputation  of 
M.  RoulTeau*  and  of  the  following 
little  Drama,  would  have  encouraged  the 
Tranflator  to  appear  out  of  his  own  character 
before  fo  refpedtable  a  tribunal  as  the  Public  : 
but  as  no  production,  of  the  fame  kind,  was 
ever  more  admired,  or  more  frequently  per¬ 
formed  abroad  5  he  was  tempted  to  try  its  fuc- 
cefs  at  home. 

The  native  fimplicity  and  beauty  of  the  ori¬ 
ginal  poetry,  he  could  not  flatter  himfelf  with 
the  hopes  of  prefervitig  in  the  tranflation ; 
efpecially  as  it  was  neceffary  to  adjuft  Englifti 
words  to  melodies  already  made  for  a  foreign 
language  :  and,  fometimes,  to  form  them  into 
numbers  not  very  common  or  natural  to  our 
own.  However,  the  Airs  have  been  fcrupu- 
loufly  preferved  from  change  or  mutilation ;  as 
the  Tranflator  always  thought  them  fo  pleaflng* 
and  fo  much  the  inufic  of  nature,  that  the  co¬ 
incidence  of  the  words  with  the  mufic*  would 
be  their  greateft  recommendation  :  as  they  can 
hardly,  indeed,  fail  to  gratify  the  ear,  when 
fung,  however  they  may  difpleafe  it,  when 
read. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

He  hopes,  therefore.,  that '  the  words  and 
the  mafic  will  be  always  confidered  together : 
with  the  mufic  he  could  take  but  few  liberties  \ 
not  only  becaufe  it  could  not  be  altered  with¬ 
out  injury,  but  becaufe  it  is  known  to  a  confe 
derable  number  of  perfons,  whofe  ears  would 
be  equally  difappointed  by  the  omiffion  of 
founds  to  which  they  were  accuftomed,  or  of¬ 
fended  by  the  intrufion  of  fuch  as  were  un¬ 
expected. 

K 

S  f  \ 

*  •  ^  .. 

As  to  the  tranflation,  it  is  fubmitted  to  the 

»  «  * 

Public  with  that  confcioufnefs  of  its  defects, 
which  the  Trnnflator  feels  too  forcibly  not  to 
wife  that  the  difficulties  had  been  lefs,  or. that 
his  abilities  had  been  more  equal  to  the  talk. 

*  *  *  f  I  t 

,  i  *  •*  • »  «  ^ 

Upon  reheaffing  the  Mufic ,  it  has,  been  thought  m* 
cejjary  to  retrench  the  Second  ACt,  for  fear,  of  fatiety : 
for  though  the  Airs  and  Dances ,  after  the  reconcilia¬ 
tion  of  Colin  and  Phcebe,  are  by  no  means  inferior  to 
the  reft  \  yet ,  as  no  other  bufinefs  remains  to  be  done 
after  that  circumftance  than  mere  feftivity,  the  Editor* 
with  fome  reluctance,  fubmitted  to  the  omiffion  of  fuch 
Airs  as  are  printed  with  inverted  commas :  however* 
they  will  be  all  publijhed,  with  the  Mufic*  in  a  few 
days* 
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THE 


CUNNING-MAN. 


A  C  T  L 

The  'Theatre  reprefents  a  rural  Scene  with  the 
Cunning-Man^  Houfe  on  the  Side  of  a  Hill \ 

SCENE  I. 

P  H  CE  B  E  ( V/eepingy  and  wiping  her  Eyes 

with  her  Apron.) 

A  I  R. 

T  O  S  T  is  all  my  peace  of  mind. 

Since  my  Colin  proves  unkind : 

Alas !  he’s  gone  for  ever. 

Ah  !  fince  he  has  learn’d  to  rove. 

Fain  would  I  forget  my  Love  : 

Ah  me !  Ah  me !  vain  is  my  end^vour. 

B  RE- 
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THE  CUNNING-MAN. 


RECITATIVE. 

He  lov’d  me  once-- - thence  flows  my  pain  : 

Who  then  is  fhe  has  won  my  Twain  ? 

Some  charming  Nymph  ? - Ah  !  Ample  Fair ! 

And  fear’ll:  thou  not  my  ills  to  fhare  ? 

Colin  for  me  has  ceas’d  to  burn. 

Thou  too,  ere  long,  may’ft  have  thy  turn - - 

But  why  forever  thus  complain  ? 

Since  nought  can  cure  my  love. 

And  all  augments  my  pain  ! 

AIR. 

Loft  is  all  my  peace  of  mind, 

Since  my  Colin  proves  unkind  : 

Alas !  he’s  gone  for  ever. 

4 

RECITATIVE. 

— 

I  fain  would  hate  him - may  I  ought. 

Perhaps  he  loves  me  ftill  — vain  thought! 

Why  then  for  ever  from  me  fly, 

Whole  prefence  once  was  all  his  joy  ? 

Here  lives  a  Gunning-Man,  who  well 
Our  future  fortune  can  foretell. 

Ah  there  he  is - of  him  I’ll  know 

* 

If  Love  will  always  prove  my  foe. 
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THE  CUNNING-MAN. 

i. 

V  -  *  •  > 

SCENE  II. 


CUNNING  MAN  and  PH  CEDE. 

P  H  CE  B  E  (Telling  Money ,  and  hefitating  as  foe 
approaches  the  Cunning-Man,  to  whom 
foe  gives  the  Money ,  which  foe  had  Id  £  ■  > 
counting  and  folding  in  a  Paper,  during  the 
Prelude .) 


WILL  Colin  ne’er  be  mine  again  ? 
Tell  me,  if  deaih  muft  end  my  pain  ? 

CUN.  M  A  N. 

I  read  your  heart,  and  his  can  tell  — 

phcebe;  f 

O  Heav’n  !  —  — — 


Colin 


CUN.  MAN. 

Your  grief  afiwage™ 

P  H  CE  B  E. 

:  ■  ■  Well !  ' 

B  2 


CUN. 


THE  CUNNING-MAN. 
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CUN.  MAN. 
To  you  is  falfe  of  3 ate 

P  H  CE  B  E. 

Ah  me  !  I  die  ! - go  on - 


CUN.  MAN. 

And  yet-. 

He  always  loves  you— - 

» 

P  H  CE  B  E. 

— -What !  What  faid  ye  ? 


CUN.  MAN. 

More  artful,  but  lefs  fair,  the  lady 
Who  dwells  hard  by - 

i 

PHCEBE. 

r 

— . -To  her  he  roves  ? 

CUN.  MAN. 

But  you,  I’ve  faid,  he  always  loves-  — 

PHCEBE. 


THE  CUNNING-MAN. 


a 


PH  CEB  E.. 

And  always  flies  ! - 

CUN.  MAN. 

- On  me  depend, 

I  Toon  the  Rover  back  will  fend. 

Colin  is  vain,  and  fond  of  drefs. 

And  that  has  made  him  love  you  lefs  : 

An  outrage,  by  my  art  I  fwear. 

His  love  hereafter  fhall  repair, 

PHCEBE, 

AIR. 

A 

Had  1  heard  each  am’rous  ditty 
Breath’d  by  fparks  about  the  town  * 
Ah  !  how  many  fpruce  and  witty 
Lovers  there  I  might  have  won ! 


Drefs’d  as  fine  as  any  lady, 

I  (hould  then  each  day  have  flione. 
Bright  and  beautiful  as  May-day, 
With  rich  lace  and  ribbands  on. 

Had  I  heard,  &c. 


But 
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But  for  love  of  this  Ungrateful* 

I  from  ev’ry  joy  could  part ; 

Rich  attire  to  me  were  hateful* 

If  it  rohb’d  him  of  my  heart. 

Had  I  heard,  &c. 

CUN.  MAN. 

'  RECITATIVE. 

His  heart  I’ll  foon  reflore ; 

Beware  you  never  lofe  it  more  ; 

But  firft,  his  paffion  to  increafe. 

Feign,  feign,  fair  Maid,  to  love  hiro  lefs. 

AIR. 

If  uneafy,  Love  increafes ; 

If  contented,  found  he  ileeps  : 

She,  who  with  coquettry  teazes. 

Fall  in  chains  her  (hepherd  keeps. 

PHCEBE. 

RECITATIVE. 

_  ..  „  '  \ 

Rtfign’d  to  your  advice  alone - - 

CUN.  MAN. 

With  Colin  you  muft  change  your  tone. 

.  P  H  CE  B  E. 


THE  CUNNING-MAN. 
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PHCEBE. 

Though  hard  the  talk,  I  yet  will  feign 
To  imitate  the  fickle  Twain. 

AIR. 

I’ll  teaze  him  and  fret  him, 

And  feem  to  forget  him, 

I’ll  try  ev’ry  art  to  recover  my  fwain  : 

Difguifing  my  forrow. 

The  airs  I  will  borrow 

Of  Flirts  and  Coquettes,  whom  at  heart  I  difdain. 

CUN.  MAN. 

RECITATIVE. 

Be  wife,  howe’er  you  fright  th’  Ingrate, 

Nor  him  too  clofely  imitate.— 

My  Art  now  fays  he’ll  foon  be  here  * 

I’ll  call  you  when  you  may  appear. 

[Exit  PHCEBE. 


SCENE 


V. 


S  THE  CUNNING-MAN. 

SCENE  III. 

CUNNING-MAN. 

Tho’  Cclin  told  me  all  I  know. 

He  wonders — I  can  conjure  fo — 

And  both  admire  the  magick  fpell. 

By  which  I  find  out — what  they  tell — 
Here  comes  the  Swain — and  now  P1I  try 
To  touch  his  heart  with  jealoufy. 


SCENE  IV. 

CUNNING-MAN  and  COLIN. 

>  COLIN. 

By  Love,  and  your  inftruffions,  wife, 

I  now,  for  Phoebe,  wealth  defpife. — — 

I  pleas’d  her  once,  in  habit  plain, 

What  greater  blifs  can  fin’ry  gain  ? 


CUN. 


THE  CUNNING-MAN. 
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CUN.  MAN. 

Thou’rt  now  forgot,  fo  long  thou’ ft  rang’d. 

COLIN. 

Forgot !  Oh  Heaven !  is  Phoebe  chang’d  ? 

CUN.  M A N. 

i 

•  4 

Did  ever  woman,  young  and  fair. 

For  wrongs  like  hers,  revenge  forbear  ? 

COLIN. 

A  I  R. 

No,  no,  my  Phoebe  will  ne’er  deceive  me. 
She  will  ne’er  forget  her  vows : 

For  other  Shepherd  can  fhe  leave  me  ? 

Can  fhe  be  another’s  fpoufe  ? 

CUN.  MAN. 

RECITATIVE. 

No  Shepherd’s  now  to  you  preferr’d. 

But  ’tis  a  young,  and  handfomq  Lord. 


C 


COLIN 
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THE  CUNNIN G-M A N. 

COLIN, 
tVho  told  you  fo  ? - 

CUN.  MAN. 

. •w  ’My  art. - - 

# 

COLIN. 

•— - 'No  doubt, 

Your  Hull  all  fecrets  can  find  out!— 
Alas !  how  dearly  I  fhall  pay 
For  being  weakly  led  aftray  ! 

Is  Phoebe  then  for  ever  lofi:  ? 

CUN.  M  A  No 

By  Fortune,  Love  is  often  crofs’cL 
If  pretty  fellows  we  muft  be, 

5Tis  fometimes  at  our  coft,  you  feec 

COLIN, 

Ch  !  lend  your  aid  !- - - 

CUN.  MAN 

—Let  me  confult 


My  books - The  talk  is  difficult.  [Exit  Colin. 

[The 


THE  CUNNING-MAN.  u 

[The  Cunning-Man  takes  a  Conjuring -bo  ok  out  of  his 
pocket ,  and  a  white  wand  from  under  his 
gown ,  with  which  he  forms  a  fpell.  Some 
country  girls ,  who  come  to  confult  him ,  jfo- 
ing  his  contorfwns ,  let  fall  their  prefents , 
away  in  a  great  fright .] 

CUN.  MAN. 

— — The  charm  is  ended,  [Enter  Colin. 

Hither  comes  the  maid  offended. 

COLIN. 

Can  I  appeafe  her  juft  difdain? 

Her  pardon  may  I  hope  t’ohtain  ? 

4  ■  w  * 

CUN.  MAN. 

A  heart  that’s  truly  kind  and  tender. 

Propitious  foon,  a  Nymph  may  render — 

But  at  yon  fountain  wait,  till  fhe 

Approach,  and  fpeak  your  deftiny.  [Ex's  Colin. 

•  # 

C  2  SCENE 


/ 


I 


12  THE  CUNNING-MAN. 

f  .  4  ...  t 

SCENE  V. 

CUN.  MAN. 

But  firft  I’ll  fee  th’  aftlidled  Maid, 

And  with  my  fage  advice  will  aid.—— 

From  Lovers,  credulous  as  thefe, 

I  quickly  gain  both  fame,  and  fees  ; 

And  fhall,  when  once  their  union’s  crown’d. 

Be  prais’d  by  all  the  neighbours  round : 

Who  hither  haften,  from  all  parts. 

To  learn  who  fteals  their  Goods - and  Hearts. 

For,  luckily,  they  ne’er  find  out 
Whence  all  our  fcience  comes  about. 

A  I  R. 

Some  think,  in  the  ftars  we  are  able 
Fall,  prefent,  and  future  to  read  : 

Some  think,  from  white  wand,  or  gown  fable. 
The  whole  art  and  myflery  proceed. 

But  they  know  not  the  plan 
Cf  a  true  Cunning- Man. 


When 


When  Fortune  will  rude  be  or  civil. 

Some  think  we  by  magic  are  told  ; 

And  fome  that  we  deal  with  the  Devil, 

To  whom  we’ve  our  carcaffes  fold  : 

But  that’s  not  the  plan 
Of  a  true  Cunning-Man, 

% 

But  when  folks  have  been  at  our  dwelling, 

And  to  us  have  their  fecrets  betray’d. 

We  for  hearing  their  tale - and  then  telling. 

Are  fure  to  be  very  well  paid.—— 

J  •  •  .  *  V  • .  t  *  *  •  H  — <•» 

And  this  is  the  plan 

♦  t 

Of  a  true  Cunning-Man.  ?  [Exit 


END  of  ACT  I. 
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ACT  II. 

SCENE  I.  A  country  profpeffi. 

COLIN  Solo. 

AIR. 

*¥  Soon  my  charming  Nymph  fhailview; 

Fine  houfes,  grandeur,  wealth,  adieu ! 

No  more  by  you  my  love  is  croft. 

If  my  tears. 

My  anxious  cares 

Can  touch  the  maid  whom  I  adore, 

I  then  may  fee  renew’d  once  more 
Thofe  happy  moments  I  have  loft  ! 

I  then  may  fee,  &c. 

Love  with  love,  if  but  repaid. 

Is  there  need  of  other  blifs  ? 

Give  me  back  thy  heart,  fweet  Maid ! 

Colin  has  reftor’d  thee  his. 

Now 

■  ■* ' 


THE  CUNNING-MAN. 
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Now  my  crook,  and  oaken  reed. 

Shall  my  only  trappings  prove  : 

Blefs’d  with  Phoebe,  fnall  I  need 

% 

Other  treafures  than  her  love  ? 
Love  with  love,  &c. 

What  great  Lords  did  ev’ry  hour 
For  my  Phoebe  fondly  Ugh  ! 

Yet,  in  fpight  of  all  their  pow’r. 
They  lefs  happy  are  than  I. 

Love  with  love,  if  but  repaid. 

Is  there  need  of  other  blifs  ? 

Give  me  back  thy  heart,  fweet  Maid ! 
Colin  has  reftor’d  thee  his. 


SCENE 


iS  THE.  CUNNING-MAN. 

SCENE  II. 

COLIN  and  P  H  CE  B  E. 

COLIN.  [Afide. 

R  E  C I  T.  Accompanied. 

Ah !  here  file  comes,  I  tremble  at  her  fight. - 

I’ll  e’en  retreat — —(lie’s  loft  if  once  I  fly. 

P  H  CE  B  E.  [Afide. 

He  fees  me  now— -Fm  in  a  dreadful  fright !— ■ 
Be  fill,  my  heart.— — — 


COLIN. 

—  -I’ll  e’en  my  fortune  try. 

[A fide. 

PHCEBE. 

Pm  nearer  got  than  I  at  firft  defign’d. 

\Afide . 

C  O  L  I  LA 

\_AJide* 

On,  on  I’ll  go ;  there’s  no  retreat,  I  find - 

[To  Phoebe,  in  a  foothing  and  confufed  tone  of  voice.] 
Sweet  Phoebe  !  are  you  angry,  fay  ? 

I  Colin  am- — — O  look  this  way  ! 
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P  H  CE  B  E. 


THE  CUNNING-MAN. 


PH  CE  BE. 

Me  Colin  lov’d - Colin  was  true - 

I  fee  not  Colin - yet  fee  you. 

COLIN. 

j  ' 

My  heart  has  never  chang’d - fome  vile 

Enchantment  did  my  fenfe  beguile. 

But  our  fagacious,  Cunning-Man, 

Has  broke  the  charm - and  now,  again. 

In  fpite  of  envy,  you  will  find, 

Fm  Colin  ftill,  and  ftill  more  kind. 

P  H  CE  B  E. 

I,  in  my  turn,  am  now  purfu’d 
By  fpell,  which  ne’er  can  be  fubdu’d 
By  Cunning-Man— 

COLIN. 

Unhappy  me ! 

P  H  CE  B  E  . 

* 

A  youth  of  greater  conftancy  — — « 
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COLIN, 


THE  CUNNING-MAN, 


COLIN. 

Ah  !  death  will  quickly  end  my  fmart. 

If  Phcebe  from  her  vows  depart ! 

P  H  CE  B  E. 

t 

Your  future  cares  in  vain  will  prove, 

i  '  ...  ,1 

No,  Colin,  you  no  more  I  love. 

.  .  '  \ 

COLIN. 

AIR. 

Your  love  from  me’s  not  yet  departed. 

No,  confult  firft  well  your  breafl ; 

To  kill  me,  were  you  fo  hard-hearted. 

Would  deftroy  your  peace  and  reft. 

P  H  CE  R  E. 

[JJtde.']  Ah  me  !.— No,  by  you  betray’d.  [To  Colin, 
Ufelefs  all  your  cares  will  prove, 

Since  Colin  now  I  ceafe  to  love. 

C  O  L  I N. 

Pm  then  undone  !- — —Ah  !  cruel  Maid  ! 

Since  kis  your  will  that  I  fhould  die, 

For  ever  I’ll  the  village  fly,  [Going. 


P  FI  CE  B  E. 


THE  CUNNING-MAN.  '19 


PHOEBE; 


Ab,  Colin!' 


COLIN. 
-What  ? 


I  Returning. 


PHOEBE. 


•And  wilt  thou  go 


COLIN. 

Muft  I  then  feel  the  double  woe. 

To  lofe  thy  heart,  forego  thy  charms. 
And  fee  thee  in  a  rival’s  arms  ? 

P  H  CE  B  E. 
DUET. 

While  I  my  Colin  knew  to  pleafe. 

No  other  wifh  I  had  to  name : 

« 

COLIN* 

I  thought  my  joy  could  never  ceafe, 
"While  Phoebe  own’d  a  mutual  flame. 


D  2 


P  I  T  CE  B  E. 


20  HAT  HE  CUNNING-MAN. 

\  ,  # 

PHOEBE. 

But,  fmce  to  me  his  heart’s  denied. 

Mine’s  given  to  another  Twain. 

COLIN. 

Ah  !  fince  the  gentle  knot’s  untied. 

Does  another  blifs  remain  ? — — 

My  dear  Phoebe  then  will  leave  me ! 

« 

PHCEBE. 

I  fear  a  lover  who’ll  deceive  me. 

\  * 

BOTH.  '  :  * 

% 

I  difengage  me  in  my  turn : 

My  heart’s  now  in  a  peaceful  (late. 

And  will,  if  pofiible,  forget, 

That  e’er  it  did  for  |  burn. 

COLIN, 

However  great  the  wealth  or  pleafure 

Which  new  engagements  would  have  given  5 
Phoebe,  I  thought,  a  greater  treafure 
Than  all  the  good  that’s  under  Heaven. 


PHCEBE. 


THE  CUNNING-MAN.  .  ix 


P  H  CE  B  E. 

t 

Though  a  young  and  charming  Lord  - 

Has  often  woo’d  me  to  his  arms  s 
Colin  was  fondly  then  preferr’d 

To  all  his  profer’d  wealth  and  charms. 

,  v  ^  (  « 

COLIN. 

Ah !  my  Phoebe  ! 

PHCEBE. 

Ah  !  too  fickle  Swain  ! 

„Muft  I  then  love,  in  fpight  of  all  difdain  ? 

k 

PRELUDE. 

[Colin  throws  himfelf  at  PhcebeP  feet  Jhe  reminds 
him  of  a  ribband  in  his  hat ,  which  had 
been  given  him  by  the  lady:  Colin  throws 
it  away ,  and  Phoebe  gives  him  a  more  or¬ 
dinary  one ,  which  he  receives  with  tranf- 
port .] 

\ 

COLIN. 

DUET. 

Colin  now  his  faith  has  plighted. 

Nor  longer  will  rove. 


PHCEBE. 


22  THE  CUNNING-MAN. 

P  H  CE  B  E. 

Phcebe  now  her  heart  has  plighted, 
And  conftant  will  prove. 

BOTH. 

«;  _ 

When  by  Hymen  united. 

How  endlefs  our  love  ! 


SCENE  III. 

CUNNING-MAN,  COLIN,  PHCEBE, 

C.  MAN. 

My  pow’r  has  caus’d  th’  enchantment  dire  to  ceafe.; 
And,  fpight  of  envy,  giv’n  your  love  encreafe. 

[They 'fever ally  offer  him  a  prefent.] 

COLIN. 

Our  thanks  by  this  are  ill  exprefs’d. 

C  M  A  N.  [ Receiving  with  both  hands.] 
I’m  amply  paid,  if  you  are  blefs’d. 


5 


AIR. 


THE  CUNNING-MAN.  zz 

>  .  ,  <  ,  i  r  &W 

A  I  R. 

Hade,  hade  ye  maidens  fair. 

Hade,  hade  ye  jocund  fwains  ; 

Ademble  here,  ademble  here* 

•>  v  *  '  ■  %  , 

And  imitate  this  pair. 

Gay  fhepherds  quit  the  Plains, 

Fair  nymphs  from  village  hade  5 

4  1  ( 

Their  joy,  in  tuneful  drains. 

Come  fing,  and  learn  to  tade. 

< 

SCENE  IV, 

COLIN,  PHCEBE,  CUNNING-MAN, 

with  a  company  of  Villagers,  of  both  fexes. 

*  > 

DANCE. 

CHORUS.  [With  the  Cunning-Man,] 

Since  Colin  now  has  ceas’d  to  range. 

Let’s  celebrate  the  happy  change  : 

May  their  home  be  bled  with  peace. 

And  their  love  each  day  encreafe  ! 

CHORUS. 


/ 


2^  THE  CUNNING-MAN. 

CHORUS.  \}Vithout  the  Cunning-Man.J 

k 

«  •  «•  f 

Sing  ye  nymphs  and  fliepherds  the  praifes, 
Loudly  ling  of  our  Cunning-Man  : 

A  dead  pafiion  to  life  he  raifes, 

And  makes  true  and  happy  the  fwain. 

■  ,  »  ' 

* 

PASTORAL  DANCE, 

['The  Shepherdejfes  give  a  Nofegay  to  COLIN,  who 
immediately  presents  it  to  P  H  CE  B  E.] 

[The  Shepherds  give  P  H  CE  B  E  a  Nofegay ,  who* 
in  her  Turn, ,  gives  it  to  COLIN.] 

COLIN. 

AIR. 

In  my  cottage  obfcure, 

“  New  evils  for  ever  I  fhare ; 

Now  cold,  now  heat  I  endure. 

Nor  am  e’er  free  from  labour  and  cafe. 

“  But,  if  Phoebe’s  my  bride, 

“  And  will  all  my  pafb  follies  forget, 

64  While  with  her  I  refide, 

A  thatch’d  houfe  will  have  nought  to  regret. 

From. 


THE  CUNNING-MAN. 


H 


From  the  mead  or  the  field. 

If  fatigu’d,  I  return,  when  ’tis  night. 

New  life,  new  vigour,  fhe’Jl  yield, 

New  comfort  and  joy  to  my  fight. 

Ere  the  fun  gilds  the  plains, 

Or  reddens  the  tops  of  the  groves, 

I  fhall  charm  all  my  pains 

By  finging  with  rapture  our  loves, 

C.  MAN,  - 

We  all  with  zeal  mu  ft  here  eflfay 
To  fignalize  ourfelves  to-day  ; 

And  fince  I  cannot  jump  fo  high  as  you. 

My  part  fhall  be  to  fing  a  fong  that’s  new. 

[Pulls  a  fong  out  of  his  pockety  and  fingsd\ 

AIR. 

Sometimes  a  pafiion’s  rais’d  by  art. 

Sometimes  ’tis  nature  gives  the  fmart ; 

Though  courtly  Lovers  well  can  charm. 

Yet  village  hearts  are  ftill  more  warm. 

Love  is  juft  like  April  weather. 

Ne’er  the  fame  an  hour  together : 

Froward,  fickle,  wanton,  wild, 

Nothing,  nothing  but  a  child; 

E 


COLIN, 


26 
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I 

COLIN. 

sTis  but  a  child,  ’tis  but  a  child. 

RECITATIVE. 

Stay,  flay,  [To  the  Cunning-Man,  who  is  putting 
the  Jong  in  his  pocket.']  there  other  verfes  are-^ 
And  very  pretty  too  I  fwear. 

PHCEBE. 

Let’s  fee,  let’s  fee—- 1  eager  burn, 

To  fing  a  Stanza  in  my  turn. 

The  preceding  AIR  repeated . 

Though  here,  alone  with  nature  Love 
In  fimple  guife  delights  to  rove  ; 

In  other  places,  he  no  lefs 

Aftedts  the  borrow’d  charms  of  drefs. 

Love  is  juft  like  April  weather. 

Ne’er  the  fame  an  hour  together  : 

Froward,  fickle,  wanton,  wild, 

Nothing,  nothing  but  a  child. 

CHORUS. 

3Tis  but  a  child,  ’tis  but  a  child. 


COLIN. 


THE  CUNNING-MAN. 
COLIN. 

m 

A  cherifh’d  flame  we  often  fee 
Produc’d  by  ingenuity  ; 

A  fickle  heart  we  oft  retain 
By  arts  coquettilh,  light  and  vain, 

Love  is  juft  like  April,  &c. 

“  PHCEBE. 

<c  Yet  Love  difpofes  of  us  all, 
u  At  his  own  fancy’s  fickle  call : 

46  Black  jealoufy  he  now  permits, 

"  Now  punifhes  our  jealous  fits, 

44  Love  is  juft  like  April,  See. 

44  COLIN. 

‘c  From  Fair  to  Fair,  while  fickly  toft, 

44  The  happy  moment’s  often  loft  : 

44  A  Swain  quite  conftant  oft  will  find, 

44  He’s  lefs  belov’d,  than  one  unkind. 

44  Love  is  juft  like  April,  &c. 

“  P  H  CE  B  E. 

<c  On  Mortals  each  caprice  to  prove, 

<c  Now  fmiles,  now  tears  awaken  love  : 

“  Rebuff’d — Rebuff’d —  [Finds  it  difficult  to  read.] 

E  2  “  COLIN. 


THE  CUNNING-MAN; 


u  COLIN.  \Who  helps  her  to  decypher  z/.j 
u  Rebuff’d  by  rigour,  far  he  flies, 

“  PHCEBE. 

w  By  favours  weaken’d,-  faints,  and  dies. 

“  B  O  T  H. 

Love  is  juft  like  April  weather, 

“  Ne’er  the  fame  an  hour  together, 

44  Froward,  fickle,  wanton,  wild. 

Nothing,  nothing  but  a  child. 

“CHORUS. 

“  ’Tis  but  a  child,  ’tis  but  a  child. 

“  P  H  CE  B  E. 

“AIR. 

>  ) 

64  United  with  the  Swain  I  love,"  A 

44  My  life  a  round  of  joy  will  prove  •, 

44  Of  grief  we  ne’er  can  feel  the  fling, 
u  While  thus  we  laugh  and  dance  and  fmg. 

44  What  a  bleffing  is  life  ! 

44  If  ’tis  feafon’d  by  love  ! 

45  No  care,  no  forrow  or  flrife, 

44  Can  its  joy  e’er  remove. 

46  Thus 


the  cunning.man; 


1 


«  Thus  a  gentle  river  flows, 

“  Meand’ring  as  it  goes, 

«  Through  flow’ry  meads  which  grace  its  way 
<£  With  all  that’s  fair,  and  fweet,  and  gay. 

» 

*  iTn  *-3L 

“  United  with  the  Swain  I  love> 

My  life  a  round  of  joy  will  prove  5 
“  Of  grief  we  ne’er  can  feel  its  fling, 

«  While  thus  we  laugh,  and  dance  and  fing,’! 

A I R. 

*  '  .  -  -  *  -  *  1  * 

Let  us  now  dance  with  mirth  and  glee, 

Laffes  and  lads,  beat,  beat  the  ground  * 

Let  us  now  dance,  all  under  this  tree. 

To  the  fweet  pipe’s  enliv’ning  found, 

CHORUS  [ repeats  with  her .  T he 

Villagers  dancing  at  the  fame  time.'] 

Let  us  now  dance,  &c* 

Let  us  firft  fing,  then  dance  to  each  Air, 

And  in  the  joy  that  all  may  have  part. 

Let  each  Swain  dance  with  his  fav’rite  Fair, 

And  let  each  Lafs  have  the  Lad  of  her  heart. 

Then  let  u$  now  dance,  &c. 

Though 


£f;  THE  CUNNING-MAN. 

Though  noife  and  fpiendour  they  boaft  of  in  town,' 
More  heart-felt  enjoyments  our  feftivals  crown  : 

While  dance  and  fong, 

Our  blifs  prolong. 

And  beauty  warms. 

With  artlefs  charms— 

What  mufick  e’er  with  our  pipes  can  compare  ? 

Then  let  us  all  dance  with  mirth  and  glee, 

Lafles  and  Lads,  beat,  beat  the  ground ; 

Let  us  then  dance  all  under  this  tree. 

To  the  fweet  pipe’s  enlivening  found. 


FINIS. 
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